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Author's Notes: 
| have been anticipating finishing and posting this for a long time..because let me be real here for a second. 


This was a BITCH to write! 


| was putting off writing it for MONTHS - started in August and went ages without touching it, until the other 
day | just told myself | had to finish it or else I'd never do it. 


For those who don't know Poison history...The 199 VMA's (Video Music Awards) was the night that the band 
publicly unraveled on live television On the verge of breaking up, there was a lot of tension between the 
members (Bret $ CC in particular due to CC's drug addiction), and when asked to perform at the VMA's, things 
kinda went to shit. CC showed up with his hair dyed bright pink, wasted out of his mind, proceeded to play the 
wrong song live while unplugging his guitar during the performance after tripping on the cord, and got into a 
fist fight with Bret afterwards, leading to his departure from Poison - until 1996 when he rejoined clean € 


sober. 


Now, I've referenced the VMAs in almost every Poison work I've written, but never went into detail. Well, it's 
your lucky day, ‘cause that's what | have for you here..The Video Music Award disaster all written from CC's 
perspective.. (and THAT, my friends, is why it was a bitch to writel) 


Please note that I've tried to keep events and details as accurate to reality as possible! I've done a boatload of 
research on this day (there are a plethora of interviews, videos, and photos to seell!), and of course on CC 
himself.. Of course | don't know *all* the details but I've gathered more than enough to be able to hopefully 
paint a clear picture of what went on in CC's mind during this disastrous and infamous night: 

So..brace yourself. Its gonna be a wild ride! (And as always..peep at the end of the work for fun 


facts/references if you're curious! I'll be attaching video footage of some of the events | documented in this 


piece!) 


September 5th 19A 

Universal Amphitheatre 

Los Angeles, California 
Mid-Afternoon 

"We're goin’ live in three..two..one..." 


| force my best psychotic grin as | begin shredding the opening riff to Unskinny Bop for what feels like the 
one-millionth time today. It's tiring, but it's for good reason. 


The Video Music Awards are in just a few hours, and we're stuck in rehearsals. 

Poison was chosen as one of the acts for the night, since our Flesh and Blood record had multiple successful 
hits. Unskinny Bop was one of them, so it's only natural that it would be one of the top songs for us to 
perform, which is why we've been rehearsing the hell outta it. 

Normally, I'd be pumped up as all hell for somethin’ like this but if I'm being honest with ya, I'm kinda over it. 
We've been here for hours, playing the same fuckin’ song over and over on a loop and my head is spinning. I'm 


ready to go back to my place, get myself all glammed up for the awards later, and most importantly... indulge. 


After a few more arduous run-throughs of the song, our manager bellows from his seat in the near-empty 
audience while shooting the four of us a satisfied grin. 


"Soundin" great guys!" 


"Thanks!" | yell back in the loudest, boisterous tone | can manage, which earns nothing but smiles from the 


rest of the guys, but it's not hard to tell that they're clearly being forced. "I worked realllly hard-" 


I'm abruptly cut off by a forced laugh from Bret whose forced smile is twice the size now. The visual just 
makes me cringe and want to give the fucker a piece of my mind. But the honest to god reality is 
that everything has felt so forced these days, and nothing ever feels natural and carefree like it used to in our 


early days as a band. 
It's not the same as it was. All of that has changed a long while ago. 


Before | can think of saying anything else, the videographer who's been in charge of recording our rehearsals 


snaps his fingers to grab our attention 
" Gather ‘round here!" he mouths and gestures towards the camera, " This is a message fo your fans." 


A message? | wonder while the rest of the guys wander around the stage, each putting their instruments 
down less-than gracefully. /f the guy says so, I guess.. 


"The awards will be airing live tonight at 8 o'clock pacific time, and Poison is getting themselves ready for the 
big event," our videographer narrates in a slightly awkward fashion, "The four have been in rehearsal for quite 


some time, and it looks like they're finishing up-" 


The four of us exchange subtly tiresome expressions as the rambling goes on. | think it's safe to say that 


we're all fried; that Im not the only one who wants to go home. 
dust waiting to get away from each other.. The usual. 

"Is there anything you want to say to your fans who will be watching you all perform tonight?" 

Im snapped out of my thoughts by the videographer's, once again, overly enthusiastic narration Despite my 
impatience, lm sfill an attention whore and will always be one. I'l take any opportunity being offered that'll get 


me in the spotlight, even if it's blabbering nonsense in front of the most unamused people. 


Without hesitation, | skedaddle over to the camera, and grab the microphone being offered to me. | 
know exactly what | gotta say. No #f, ands, or butts here. 


Bret follows me to where l'm standing and the expression pasted on his friggin’ face makes my muscles stiffen 


in irritability. Its like he's waiting for me to say something idiotic. 


Well, sorry fo disappoint ya Bret, but | ain't makin' a fool outta myself like ya think Since it seems like ya forget I 


actually have a brain 


The annoyance zaps through my head as | proceed to subtly roll my eyes, but quickly shift my countenance 


into something way more appealing. 


"Poison is not broken up," | blurt through the microphone with Bret by my side, forcing a reassuring smile at 
the camera in an attempt to stomp down some well-known rumors spreading about the band crumbling. "We 
are not broken up. just for the record." 

The truth is that the band has been crumbling into pieces for the past year but somehow we've been able to 
patch everything together..But, frankly, I'm getting sick of pretending that everything is peaches and fuckin’ 
cream for all of our fans. They don't know half of what goes on behind closed doors. They just see us 


perform like lunatics while giving them a good show.. 


They know nothing, and that's ‘cause we keep on fuckin’ smiling for the cameras. But, appearances are nothing 


but bullshit . 

There's a damn reason why we had to end our Flesh € Blood tour early by canceling the European dates. 
Between the burnout and the constant brawls between me and Bret, including one huge blowout that resulted 
in the band kicking me off the damn tour bus and leaving me stranded in the middle of nowhere..We just 
couldn't friggin’ do it anymore. We never publicly announced a reason for the early cancellation, so | know fans 
are wondering what's up... 

They've gotta be, since the rumors are spreading around the media like wildfire. 

| guess that's why | feel the need to stomp it all down. Let them know everythings fucking FINE- 

Once | walk out of the camera lens, our manager claps his hands together with a smile. 


“Alright, | think that's a wrap! See all of you later! Remember..this is a huge deall" 


Yeah.. | think, as | begin gathering my things together to head back to my place.. Lets just focus on getting 
through it. 


aii 
A few hours later... 

CC's House, Hollywood Hills 

| stare at the box of bright electric pink hair dye in my hand with a gruesome, maniacal smile. 

But, despite the grin pasted on my face, the aggravation filling up my tissues is overpowering; all-consuming. 
The truth is that the last thing | want to do is fuckin’ attend the awards with the guys. I'd much rather stay 


here and throw my own damn party, without any tension or strain, but that'll never happen. It's fine. What 
am | surprised about?! Its not like everything has been all rainbows and fucking butterflies! 


Farthest from it! Yet, everyone thinks we're all goody goody with each-other. | guess that's partly my own 
fault now, especially since | made a point to directly stomp the break-up rumors down, but what was | gonna 


say?! 


‘Oh, we're one second away from murdering each other! Bret and | almost killed each other at a bar in New 
Orleans on four and | got kicked off of the damn bus just to hitchhke my way back to the others! Yeah, its been 
a real fun time! Thank god for blow and booze though! Without those, | would have probably outed myself 
already!" 


My own thoughts send disheartening shivers down my spine and the blurred yet distinct memories from our 


recent tour make me stiff... ‘cause here's the goddamn truth. 
Í feel separated from the fucking band. 
| dont feel connected anymore. 


| can't remember the last time | felt like | was part of my own band! It's the truth, dammit! It's a 


real shame , really. 


All the tension around the four of us has completely diminished the initial bond we all had, and what makes all 
of this so much worse is the fact that for some reason, every damn tiff or fight revolves 
around me. My issues. Because of course the rest of ‘em are complete and utter angelic beings! They do no 


wrong, right?! Yeah, sure! 


Its always CC that is off the rails! CC's heart isnt in it! CC can’t get his shit together! CC this, CC that! YADA 
FUCKING YADA! 


CC cant function! CC is screwing everything up! CC doesnt give a shit about the band! CC doesn't care if he 
throws away everything we worked so hard for! 


If | sound bitter its because | am! And | believe | have every damn right to be! All the chaos around us 
isn't just from me and they fucking know it! Relationships aren't just one-way.. That's just not how it is! 


But there's this damn fension.. Whenever | walk into a damn room..Whenever l'm in their presence, | feel at 
odds with everything I've been separated for a while, and yeah, sure, but its something that you never start 
getting used to. Its not a desirable feeling and quite frankly, it makes me feel like shit 


Everyone's got their issues but the way they're being projected onto me for a reason | just don't fucking 
understand..'ll never wrap my head around it! And | love our band We're like brothers but | also can't fuckin’ 


stand them sometimes, although now it's been foo much of the time. 


I've been getting eaten away from the inside out with all of these biffer feelings that just intensify every damn 
day, and I've just had enough | don't want to leave but I'm sick of feeling so damn isolated and toxic to these 


guys who | thought actually wanted me. | mean, fine. If you don't want me, just open your goddamn mouth 
and say it. | for sure have no issue using mine! That's what we have them for, right?! For fuck's sake, 


grow the fuck up and use words . 


This crap has been goin’ on for far too long and I'm over it. | don't know how much of it | can take before | 
completely combust like a bomb exploding in the middle of the street. Thats what | feel like; a ticking time 
bomb. Sometimes, | really do ‘cause | have these moments when | don't know if or when I'm gonna fuckin’ snap. 
There's always some kind of inner confliction within me; stay with the guys and endure this shit or leave to do 


somethin’ solo. 

I'm not gonna lie. The idea of gravitating away from the guys to do my own thing has been consistent over 
the last year. With the way our most recent tour went down, it's been more and more appealing. Ditching 
the guys to tend to somethin’ that /d have almost all control over. Sounds pretty damn great if ya ask me, 
especially with how much control | feel like I'm constantly /osing being around my own band. 


Everything's a fucking mess 


As | drill my eyes onto the box of hair dye again, this time l'm overcome by an abrupt sense of spite-filled 


determination 

They're fucking me over..Well, now its my damn turn Let them know how it feels Show them how you feel! 
Make them SEE how you feel! They know youre sick of being in the band anyway, so they shouldn't be fuckin' 
surprised! Theyre sick of you too! Its obvious! Look at the crap they all give you every time youre around! 
Now's your friggin’ chance to express yourself loud and clear..Show how damn separated you actually feel from 
your own band.. 

Show them how you don't feel a part of it anymore. 


As my stomach churns with resentment and twists into knots of bitterness, my heart races with pure 


irresistible anticipation, and before | know it, | have the box ripped open. 
Fuck it 

This is what | want to do. 

Fuck what everyone else thinks! 

Let the show begin.. 

we 


Universal Amphitheatre 


Los Angeles 
Early-Evening 


As my limo pulls into the arena's entrance, huge crowds of people are gathered around the building, blocking 
the view. Screams of ecstasy and enthusiasm blare through my hazy mind, serving as a reminder of how 


important and big of a deal tonight is. 


I've been sniffling for this entire ride and thats only due to the fact that | snorted a hefty amount of blow 
before | left the house. Not to mention, downed a few drinks because why not? This is a party right?! 


We're here to have fun! 


As | blink uncontrollably while simultaneously swaying in my seated position, my eyes are blinded by the flashes 
of the paparazzi snapping photos aggressively. It only takes me a split second to stumble out of the limo with 
a crooked smirk as I'm bombarded with an intense eruption of cheers. 


Through my slightly undulating vision, | can see clearly enough to notice the surprised looks in everyone's eyes 


and | can only hope my plans are unraveling just the way | intended. 


Every step | take into the venue increases my unsteadiness, but the buzz of adrenaline that's consuming me 


right now is invading my entire being. 


By the time | find my way to the backstage area where all the performers are gathered together, | feel 
ridiculously close to toppling over but Im holding it together. I'm great at that, ain't |?! 


Despite my disorientation, my vision is clear enough to make out astonished expressions on almost every 
person who l'm passing. They must like the new hair color. Either that, or they're just shocked. | mean, I'm 
making a statement, aren't |? | want the reaction. If | didn't, | wouldn't have done it in the first damn place. 
It takes a while for me to maneuver around the crowds to get to my own band, but once | find myself on the 
right track, the anticipation flowing through my body intensifies at such an insane level. My entire frame is 
buzzing with chemically induced excitement as | begin to make out the three guys conversing. 


This is it.. They're in for if, alright. 


Its the very moment that | come face to face with my bandmates when my lips curl into a sickening smirk, 


but my expression doesn't seem to rub off on the others. 
In fact, they don't look excited 


They look completely mortified 


Nevertheless, despite the stares, | still impulsively bellow with a slight slur in my voice, while flailing my arms 
in the air. "Who's ready to fear this place down?!" 


All | receive in response are even more intense stares, and what other choice do | have right now than to just 
stand here while my insides threaten to explode from all the blow?! Nothing, | guess. 


Oh well. Fuck it! HI be a party regardless. And didn't you want a reaction lke this anyway? Why do you care- 


"Wow Cec," Bobby widens his eyes and speaks with a slight stutter, almost as if he's completely unsure what 
to say to me right now. "|.Uh..What a difference from a few hours ag-" 


"What the fuck?!" 


| snicker with a glare in my eyes as | lock eyes with Bret in a careless fashion, "Isn't it great? Worked hard on 
it! Ya know, wanna look good for toright-" 


"| can't believe you actually had the nerve to dye your hair that color!" Bret shakes his head with fire in his 
eyes, a look that l'm all too familiar with. "For real?! Tonight , of all damn nights?! You choose to come here 


lookin’ like this—" 


"And what's your fuckin’ problem with it, Bret?" | force a smile even though | just have the urge to snap, 
while the chemicals | ingested earlier continue to swim through my bloodstream, causing my emotions to zap 


all over the place. "Something else ya wanna get on my case about? Ya gonna get fired up about-" 


The dagger-like glare that Bret is shooting me right now only strengthens my impulses to run my mouth with 
more provocation, and | don't hesitate to continue, even though all I'm earning are uncomfortable expressions 


from the people around me. 
"Ya know, it's just fuckin’ hair-" 


"In his defense, | think he looks fuckin’ awesome!" Rikki cuts me off with an enthusiastic grin, as he fluffs his 


own huge head of hair with free-spirited energetic pride. "| mean, cmon Bret! Its a badass color!" 


"Hah!" | smirk and point to Rikki like a wise ass, while continuing to glare at Bret, as | feel my stomach begin to 


churn. " Someone likes it!" 


"Okay, that's enough!" Bobby interjects from his seat on the cushioned couch with a smile, but even | can tell 
that he's bubbling with internal emotion, since he's just stuck trying to be the peacemaker. "Can we skip the 
petty arguments just for tonight? For once? We're at the VMAs, dammit!" He shakes his head and grabs his 
beer to take a gracious chug of. "Let's just enjoy this.’ 


PFFT..Oh, weil all enjoy it alright, | think to myself as my body fills with bitter sarcasm, Everyone's gonna get one 
hell of a show tonight 


~~ 
A bit into the evening. 


From the time I've left my house to now, I've probably snorted more blow and chugged down more liquor than 


| have during our entire Flesh and Blood tour..and | have no goddamn regrets about it. 
I's time to party! 


At least if I'm having fun | don't have to think about the bitterness or resentments! Not tonight! Not 
anymore! This is my time to shine.. Who isn’t having fun here, at the freakin’ Video Music Awards?! 


At this rate | don't even recall half of what's gone on since we've all gotten here. Just cameras flashing, 


crowds swaying and dancing, drinks being spread around the venue, cramming into bathrooms for some last- 
minute boosts.. Just the usual! 


The usual chaos 


| can't even tell ya how | ended up drowning into the crowd of partygoers, but somehow now l'm here. Just 


blending in with the rest of the electricity zapping through this pothole of mayhem. 


In a typical wild carefree, boisterous manner, | sway and show off some elaborate gesturing dance moves for 


the camera aimed right at me, as the crowd l'm swimming in screeches with pure glee. 
"Havin' fun! Wow, everybody's gettin’ ready!" Downtown Julie Brown, MTV's VJ who is sporting a sexy fitted 
dress poses for the cameras with her microphone in hand, as | get lost in my own jumbled haze of chemical- 


induced elation. 


"Now listen! This is your last chance,". She turns to me with the mic and smiles, while | nonsensically lean into 


her, "What time is it-" 

"LISTEN! Its your fast chance for the Viewer's Choice Awards so if ya haven't voted it's ya last chance and 
ya should now! Ya better get to it now or else thas iH” | slur with discombobulated ecstasy while hollering 
into Julie's mic, as | flail my arm forward in an elaborate fashion, letting the crowd's screams blend in with 

everything else around me. " YA DONT GET T0 VOTE!" 

“That's it," Julie takes the mic and points to the camera with an excited smile. "The number-" 


"That's /T-" 


"The number is--" 


As Julie blurts out what sounds like a telephone number, | continue sinking into the disoriented yet blissful 
world I'm in. As the time goes on, every noise going on around me begins blending together as my vision 


undulates and spins with intensity. 


Every so often, I'll blurt some nonsense into the mic, earning even louder cheers from the partygoers at all 


angles. 

"Oh, CC!" 

Julie's voice is almost indistinguishable in all of the damn chaos around me and before | know it, she's rubbing 
her body against mine, while breathing into my neck in a seductive nature, sending lustful tingles through every 
limb of my being. 

"We got Don Henley comin’ up-" She chirps and leans in closer, "We got-" 


" PRINCE!" 


| bellow the name impulsively, since he's the first performer to come to mind as | struggle to remember 
who's actually included in the lineup for tonight. 


Not like | remember half of anything these days..But FUCK IT! Who da hell cares- 


| can't understand half of what I'm screaming at this point but luckily Downtown Julie's got it all under control, 


even while | continue gesturing for the camera. Just doin what | do best. PUTTIN ON A SHOW- 
"After the break we got Metallica! They're gonna be performing," Julie pushes my hand away from the 
camera lense as she moves into the focal point, triggering my unsteady body to lean onto her carelessly, while 


incoherent slurs slip outta my mouth. 


"And, ANDI" She squeezes one of my hands which grabs my attention for half a second, "Who else is gonna 


be here?!" 


| attempt to raise my arm to scream out another random musician but Julie holds it down again and squeals, 
"Shall we?!?l" 


There's not enough time for me to wrack my intoxicated brain for a response before I'm immediately being 
pulled forward by Julie, stealing the entire focus of the crowd and the camera. 


Nothing feels real anymore but isn't that the point?! 
Live in the damn fantasy! 


"And MC Hammer says stick around." 


Those words from Julie are the last | remember hearing before I'm completely immersed into the rowdy 


crowd, once again, letting reality diminish piece by piece by the second. 
wie 

An hour or so later... 

Backstage 

"Ya ready, Cec?" 

"Cec? " 

"cO" 


"Eh?" | snap my head up at Bobby's persistent calls, but his voice just sounds blurry in my head. "Oh." | laugh 


nonsensically while shaking my electric pink mane in the air. "It's tha time already-" 


The looks of dismay and utter concern are written all over my three bandmates faces, but | don't know what 


they're so concerned about! This is gonna be great! 


Despite the confusion, | shoot them all a smirk and force myself to stand up from the cushioned couch in the 


backstage area, only to be smacked in the face with an intense whirling sensation 
" Geez Cec.." Rikki's voice swims through my head in a fog. "How much shit did ya take-" 


"Whadda' ya talkin’ about?" | slur while shrugging off the statement with a sloppy wave of my arm, "Dis is 
gonna be greeeeat! Wer' gon’ rock dish place dowwwwn-" 


"Hey! Hold up! Pose for one last picture before you go on-" 
Huh?? What? Picture? 


The next thing | know, I'm seated back down huddled with the rest of the guys, and | don't even have a split 
second to think before- 


Snap! 
The light of the camera flash feels blinding as the rest of my senses become intensely stimulated, leading me 


to blink uncontrollably. I'm almost not aware of my surroundings and at this point | can't tell what the fuck is 


real and what's in my head. 


‘Perfect shot! You all look great-" 

As voices blur through my mind at incomprehensible levels, | maneuver my hand onto what | think is my 
guitar and stumble my way into standing again, sending even more stars and fireworks through my point of 
focus- 

"Cec... come on!" 

"Yea, yea, I'm comin’ alrigh-" 

" Now!" 

we 

My body is vibrating with discombobulated adrenaline as the four of us begin making our way up to the 
stage. The combination of the blow and booze in my system is giving me the sensation of being trapped in a 


haze of disorientation..being half alert and elevated while also feeling completely out of it and slowed down, 


While | manage to stay upright and follow the rest of my band, | dart my eyes around to the crowds of people 
gathered throughout the venue, when | suddenly spot a dude that piques my interest. 


"Hey youl" | holler at no one in particular, with slurred, incoherent enthusiasm, leaving me with a burning in my 
throat. "Hey!!! You ova there! That solo record?! Ya still wanna do that solo record?! WE GOTTA GET ON 
IT! HEY--" 


"Jesus, Cec! Tone it down a notch-" 


| pay Bret's prominent nudge no mind while continuing to scream as | desperately try finding the guy in the 


crowd | was acknowledging. | definitely talked to the dude about a solo record before. | could swear 


With waves in my vision and a sense of unsteadiness overtaking me, | carelessly flail my hand in the air with 


animation, hopin’ that the dude, wherever he may be, hears me. 
"Don't forget okayyy?! WELL TALK MORE AFTA’ THIS! lIl come an’ find ya-" 


"Cec, what solo record?" Bret furrows his brows while shooting me a confused , almost concerned look, "What 


the hell are you talking about?!" 
A nonsensical laugh slips from my lips and | shrug my shoulders, "Don worry about it! Doesn' manna--" 


"Damn right, it matters!" Bret cuts me off with a tone of slight annoyance before latching onto my hand to 
drag me up onto the side of the stage. 


With how out of it | feel, its probably better that someone else does it. | can't help but snicker. Everything 


feels so floaty and wavy , but this is gonna be a damn good performance. 

| just feel it. 

we 

"Now, let's start a party the way a party should start!" Arsenio Hall roars through his microphone as he 
stands at the side of the stage in a colorful, neon-patterned outfit and a large toothy smile. "Please 
welcome... POSON!" 

The eruption of cheers from the crowd sends electrifying chills through my body as my heart beats rapidly. 
This is it, man! Its our fuckin’ TIME- 

As my vision fills with waves and swirls, | get myself ready and manage to plug my guitar in without 
fumbling. Within a second, Bret starts greeting the audience through the mic but | can't even understand 


what he's saying- 


"| can hear it comin!" His voice reverberates through the arena as | feel the stage vibrate. "Mr. CC Deville! 


Do that Unskinny Bop!" 


The sound of Rikkis drum beats and Brets calling are my signals to start my riff. Unskinny Bop..yeah, right.. We 
rehearsed this earlier.. Yeah, yeah, alright- 


Within a second | begin playing the beginning notes as | duck walk across the stage, sending louder screeches 


from the crowd our way. 
"Whats got you so jumpy? Why cant you sit stil, yeah?" 


Bret's singing swims through my head as | skip over to Arsenio, on my side of the stage, shaking my hair and 


making elaborate faces. 
‘Like gasoline you want to pump me!" 
‘And leave me when you get your fill yeah!" 


| stay in the same spot, continuing to put on my own show for the host, who seems thoroughly entertained. 


That must mean I'm doing something right- 
‘Every time | touch you, you get hot!" 


"l want fo make love, you never stop!" 


‘Come up for air you pull me to the floor, what's been going on in that head of yours-" 


There is an awkward moment of silence through the venue as Bret starts cueing the audience to sing the 


chorus, while | struggle to figure out what we're actually doing right now. 
" All night and day! Sing it!" 


The crowd's harmony follows and | could swear Bret is saying something to me now but | can hardly make out 
the words, so | just fumble with the same riff from the song because it seems right- 


Ya know what? Fuck Unskinny Bop! What the hell are we supposed to be playin’ anyway- 


"Oh!" Arsenio pipes up through the mic again and | stop playing abruptly, immediately flooded with a wave of 
confusion. "Actually..Actually they need no introduction, right?!" 


The screeches intensify as | stand in place, fighting the spinning sensations wracking my body, while | look 


around the stage in a daze. 
"Well I'll give them one anyway! POISON!" 


Deafened by the crowd's blaring, | grin widely while my insides churn with vigorous adrenaline, but 


the disorientation still has me in its latch. 


"We're gonna play somethin’ that goes a li! somethin’ like this." Bret turns his head toward me with some kind 
of cue that | can't make out, "CC, gimme a--" 


Without hearing exactly what he's saying to me, | strum a random note that makes the entire stage floor 
shake, before carelessly flopping my hand to my side. 


"You in the mood tonight?!?!" 
The audience responds to Brets voice with elation, but everything just sounds like a club rave to me. 


"We're gon’ do a lil somethin’ like this," he continues rambling into his mic as | float my way over to my 


microphone stand. 
" Well. hear the music..Lord dont let it playyyyy..." 


| do my best to follow Bret's lead as the four of us break out into the acapella introduction of Let /t Play , but 


all this does is increase my confusion. | thought we were playing one song but now we're doing another - 


What the fuck did we rehearse anyway?! 


My thoughts are interrupted by a clusterfuck of noises around me and | don't fuckin’ know what to do at this 
point so l'm just goin’ along with everything. Play the guitar. Shred if, okay! Sure! Hl do that! Hl show 
everyone whats HOT- 

"Ya ready to Talk Dirty To Me?/7l" Bret screams to the ecstatic crowd before turning to me, "Hit it CC!" 

Talk Dirty to Me?? Alright! Fuck yeah! If ya say so- 


Without hesitation, | burst into the opening riff while running to the front of the stage with exuberant, 


chaotic energy, earning nothing but roars of infatuation 


I'm too stuck in my own blow-and-booze-induced head to catch the delay of the rest of the guy's playing, but 


once Bret starts singing the first verse | know we're on a roll 

This is what everyone was waiting for right?! Hell yeah we're tearing the place dowwwwnm-- 

"You know | never, | never seen you look so good.. You never act the way you should.." 

As Bret runs around the stage in his typical frontman manner, | shoot the most elaborate faces at our crowd, 
while hovering over them on my side of the stage..and they love it. | know they fuckin’ love it, but shit! gotta 
sing this next part. Better get to the mic- 

| drunkenly stumble over to my mic and slur nonsensically into it as my surroundings spin 


‘But | lke it! And | know you like it foo.." 


On impulse, | scamper over to Bret and endearingly lean into him, real close. Just the way we typically do 


when we perform, ‘cause why the fuck not?! It's a good way to get everyone's attention- 
"The way that | want you.. gotta have you! Oh YES | do!" 


As Bret sings belts into his mic, | begin grinding against the guy, half aware of the annoyance leaking from his 


body. If he's mad for some reason, he's containing it really well for everyone! Go him! No, fuck him! 
| contort my face into the most psychotic expression as that one biffer thought runs through my head, 
earning a silent screw you from Bret. Just to add fuel to the fire, | make sure to enhance my dramatic 


demeanor. He should know I'll do anything for attention Why's he so pissed, eh?! 


Discombobulated sarcasm shoots through my head while Bret bolts to the other side of the stage, leaving me 
to shred and absorb the crowd's attention myself in this spot. Oh well, whatever- 


"You know I never, | never ever stay up late.. You know that | can hardly wait..." 


| continue strutting around the stage with nothing but a desire to sell myself to the audience. My entire body 
feels floaty and adrenalized, and why wouldn't it?! Everyone's here to have a good time, right? Well, | for 
sure am makin’ it clear that l'm having one hell of a time- 


Oh, time to sing again! Lets golll 


My perception of time is so fucked that whenever it's time for me to sing, | don't realize til the last possible 
second. Oh well, I'm still pulling this off well | think- 


‘ust to see youl And I know you cannot wait..Wait to see me too." 

Immediately after slurring that line, | run towards the crowd again and repeat my attention eating behavior, 
much to the audience's liking. | don't know what the hell the rest of the guys are doin’. What do | know at 
all?! 

That its time to head back to your mic to sing the chorus, maybe?! 

Oh yeah! | silently answer myself with a crooked smirk, fighting the urge to giggle, Better get on that- 


‘ gotta touch you, ‘cause baby we'll be at the drive-in.th the old mans ford.." 


And that's exactly what | do, again, and again, and again. Slur the words. Do | know what I'm saying? | think.. 
Maybe..probably not..0h well, what's the harm in a little disorientation?! Its only natural. Everyone's fucked 


up anyway. 
"Behind the bushes, ‘til Im screamin for more!" 


"Down the basement, lock the cellar door!" 


l'm not even lookin at him, but | feel Bret's anger increasing but | pay it absolutely no mind. What's his reason 
for being pissed?! Just bein’ himself, | guess. Whatever. I'm too stuck in my own chemically-induced daze to 


give a shit. And plus..we're performing! Don't be mad! Get glad- 


None of the thoughts running through my head make any sense anymore, but what am | expecting? My blood 
is straight booze at this point: 


Through my fuzzy and wavy vision, | carelessly turn my head to face Bret and now | can definitely tell.. 


He's pisssssed. 


‘And baby.. Talk dirty to me!" 


All| do is curl my lips into a shit-eating smirk and keep my unsteady focus on my singer, while strumming 


what feels like random ass riffs. Pfft. Suck it, Bret. 
"You know | call you, I call you on the telephone..m only hoping that you're home..." 


As we dive into the next part of the song, | continue enhancing my dramatic flair by running towards the 


audience to absorb their good energy. ‘Cause who needs negativity while there's this - 

‘So | can hear you..when you say those words to me..and whisper so softly..." 

And | know I'm completely foolin' myself into actin’ like everything's all great but why not just live for this 
moment while it lasts?! ‘Cause | sure as hell know that once this high wears off, everything will just go to shit 
again.most likely. 

Ahhh.. The beautiful thing about booze and drugs is that they totally let ya escape from reality just for a little bit. 
A dazed, blissful smile creeps on my lips as that thought runs through my befuddled mind and before | know 
it, | find myself teetering to my microphone again. The entire arena is wavering intensely, as every sound 
around me mixes into one another, creating even stronger bewilderment within. 


1 gotta hear youl ‘Cause baby, welll be-" 


Just as Bret is about to dive into the start of the (second?) chorus, | feel something underneath my foot and 


| almost don't realize I'm stepping on my own guitar cord until the thing completely unplugs. 

Whoops! 

"At the drive-in, in the old man's ford." 

| do my best to maneuver the cord back into my guitar, but I'm finding it arduously difficult to pay attention, 
let alone stay upright without swaying. At least the rest of the guys are still goin’ right?! It's not like 
anyone's gonna notice anything! We still sound great- 

"Behind the bushes, ‘til Im screamin’ for more!" 

From my peripheral, undulating vision, | could swear Bret is shooting me a death glare but | don't know for 
sure. | wouldn't be surprised at this point if he is. Whatever the case may be, it's fine ‘cause | got my guitar 
plugged back in now so we could just go on like nothing even happened! 


It's rock and roll, right?! Shit happens- 


‘Down the basement, lock the cellar door! And baby..talk dirty to me!" 


Before | know it, Bret is gesturing for me to come towards him as he runs over to the opposite side of the 


stage, while continuing to talk into his microphone. 
"CC, pick up that guitar and talk fo me!" 


In an instant, | get the idea and when Bret starts skipping towards me, | follow in the opposing direction with 
exhilarating tingles rushing through my veins. 


And with that, the two of us bang into each other roughly before | start shredding my solo erratically, 
earning squeals and cheers of excitement from the crowd. Everything around me is blending together at this 
point, and | can hardly hear my own guitar. Oh fuckin well That doesn't matter ‘cause we're sure as hell 
giving everyone a good show! 


| mean, look at em! They're having a blast- 


| shake my huge pink teased floof the air while my fingers threaten to bleed with the intensity that I'm 


playing. All perception of time is skewed. | got no clue when | should stop or if it's even time to stop- 
‘Cause baby we'll be-" 


Bret's final chorus is the only signal I'm able to comprehend, and if it weren't for the crowd singing along, I'd 
still be shredding like a lunatic. 


" At the drive in.in the old mans ford." 
‘Behind the bushes..well be screamin’ for MORE! MORE! MORE!" 

"Down the basement, lock the cellar door! And baby..talk dirty to me, yeah!" 
‘Baby, talk dirty to me.." 

"BABY" 


Bret screams and holds his microphone out to the audience, who all finish the final line with an explosion of 


lively passion, as | fumble with some random combo of chords to give our performance a final bang! 
Through the spirited squeals, screeches, and roars from the crowd, the turbulence in my body reaches a solid 
peak, and | throw my hands up in a victory pose. Before | know it, the pyro is goin’ off, sending adrenalizing 


sparks flying around the stage like an eruption of confetti. 


"C'mon Cec, give it to me!" 


On impulse, just as Bret calls my name and jumps into the air, earning more cries of glee, | shoot out a few 
more exhilarating shreds. My head is spinning and my heart is racing faster than a freight train, but this is 
what bein’ a rockstar is alll/ about! Tearing shit down! 

"Thank you!" 


Bret's voice shoots through the air, and | think Arsenio Hall is shouting our name again, but what the fuck do | 
know anymore, besides the fact that | think we just put on a damn great show- 


"It ain't perfect but it's rock and rolll" 

Damn right, | think to myself and grin as the audience's screams enable my inflated sense of confidence. 
What a badass finale. 

$n 


The roar of the crowd blurs through my foggy adrenaline-ridden mind and body as | painstakingly stumble off 
the stage and into the backstage area, following the rest of the guys. 


The only emotion flooding my body right now is elation and glee, cause we fuckin’ killed if!!! Sure maybe there 
were some blps but who the fuck cares?! That's rock and roll for yal Bret said it himself, didn't he?! 


And plus, isn't this what everyone loves about our shows anyway?! The fuckin’ chaos- 
Boom! 


l'm almost unaware of the sharp piercing pain in my jaw until | find myself losing my balance abruptly. It 
doesn't Ait me until | feel the same pain repeat itself three more fuckin’ times- 


"You fucking bastard!" 

It's the split second that | recognize that voice when everything goes to shit 

Bret 

| don't have enough time to shake the abrupt punch off before I'm immediately pinned down to the ground by 
my singer's enraged demeanor. With my head spinning like a merry-go-round and my surroundings wavering, | 


can hardly hold my weight- 


"What the hell is wrong with you?!" he bellows with fury, leaning his face dangerously close to mine as his 


grip tightens on my shoulders, "Do you know what you fucking did?!" DO YOU KNOW WHAT YOU FUCKING DID-" 


The blaring screams just enhance the discombobulation and give the screeching sensation of nails on a chalkboard, 


sending adrenaline jolts through my body in an abrupt pani. 


"Get the hell off mel" | screech through my own disorientation and grab onto one of Bret's wrists, making sure 
to dig my nails into his skin as hard as | can. "What's your probl-" 


" Shut up!" 
My plea is met with another punch. 
"Shut your mouth or I'll fucking do it for you!" 


While | struggle to defend myself and get a few good punches in on my end, Bret's blows only increase in 


intensity, sending my impulses into overdrive . 

Within seconds, we're both on the floor, scratching, punching, screaming, yelling- 
"Holy hell!" 

‘Get a hold of yourselves! Cut it out!" 

"Bret, STOP! Calm the fuck down-" 


| can hear voices around me that aren't Bret's but | can't distinguish anything besides the pain and 
the anger and the bitterness l'm feeling inside. 


The shock 


"All that goddamn blow in your body turns you into a fucking idot! Of all performances! Of all fucking days, it 
just had to be tonight didnt it?!?" 


Bret continues barking ferociously, as | struggle to untangle myself while attempting to slam him a few more 


times, but to no avail. The fucker's blows are overbearing- 
"You can't even fuckin’ fight back because you're so fucked up!" 


| immediately lash back, desperately tryin’ to understand what the hell started this shit, as an intense burning 
sensation shoots up my throat, " Whaddaya even talkin’ about?!" 


Bret doesn't give me enough time to say anything else before he shoots out an ear splitting accusation, eyes 


full of wrath 


"Playing the wrong damn song?!? Twice?l? And unplugging your goddamn guitar?! On live fucking TV?!?! The 
drugs are frying the only brain cells you hav-" 


"You said Talk Dirty To Me!" | scream through the throbbing in my body, bringing enraged tears of disorienting 


confusion to my eyes, "You told the crowd-" 


I'm immediately cut off my a sharp blow to my jaw and now my saliva tastes like fuckin’ metallic blood, and 


there's red on the floor and all over Brets fist- 

"He's gonna fuckin’ kill him!" 

"Holy shit." 

“Someone better break them apart before one of them is dead!" 
‘Guys! ENOUGH-" 


Pleas of blurred desperation swim around the two of us as the brawl continues. Every time there's a moment 


of dazed peace , there's another punch or another blow or another blast- 
"No! You fucking listen to me you piece of a-" 


It all happens so fuckin’ fast..! could swear | feel someone pulling the two of us off of each other but | can't 
know for sure. Everything feels unreal and dreamy in a screwed up, painful, horrific way. 


| can't feel anything except the bitter betrayal bleeding out of my entire body. 
Before | know it, | find myself wavering in a standing position, with a clusterfuck of random strangers hovered 
around the two of us. Everything is fuzzy and blurred but the looks of horror pasted on everyone's faces are 


prominent; almost as strong as my inner indignation 


‘You're OUT!" Bret blares with a death glare in his eyes as venom seeps out of every tissue of his being, while 


he grits his teeth in vexation. "OUT! OUT OF THIS BAND-" 

"FUCK YOU!" | scream at the top of my lungs, only enhancing the pain l'm feeling inside of my body and soul, 
as I'm roughly pulled back by a security guard from behind "IM NEVER SPEAKING TO YOUR ASS AGAIN! 
FUCK YOU! FUCK YOUR BAND! FUCK Y-" 


"Mr. Deville, I'm going to have to ask you to exit this room! Mr. Deville-" 


" Fuck you!" 


That scream is the last sound that | remember hearing before I'm taken outside, in the dead of the night, 


thrown into a limo, and forced to drown in my own poison . 
| don't need them. 


| don't need anybody.. 
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**%*fun Facts / References*** 


*CC's decision to dye his hair bright pink was truly intentional_t was his way of making a statement and 
provoking a reaction to the band that he felt separated from. In other words, "They're all over there while I'm 


over here." He wanted to show everyone that he wasn't with them anymore. 
*Here is the link to video footage of CC and Downtown Julie: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v =APgjx IdZlgc 


*According to Bret Michaels, CC was hollering at some random person about making a solo record the whole 
time Poison was walking to the VMA stage. just had to include that. | thought it was hilarious, 


*Video Footage of the trainwreck performance itself_If you watch, you can just FEEL and SEE the anger 
radiating off of Bret, but he keeps a professional front the entire time.. https://wwwyoutube.com/watch? 
v=5n4-HPt_mal list=-RDMM5n4-HPt_maU éstart_radio=| 


*Since | wrote this piece from CC's perspective, there were a few things | couldn't mention because CC 
wouldn't have been aware of them in the state he was in, but | do want to point out one of those things. You 
may have caught on to the fact that Arsenio Hall introduced Poison twice during their set. This is because the 
first time was during a commercial break.Poison actually started performing BEFORE the commercial break on 
TV ended (This was all filmed live), so once the show came back on, they were already a minute into their 
song..The viewers at home didn't get an introduction Once CC stopped playing "Unskinny Bop" abruptly and there 
was that awkward few moments, Arsenio tried to distract viewers and salvage the performance by introducing 
the band again.Unfortunately, a trainwreck like this couldn't be salvaged.and it only got worse from there. 


*CC considers the night of the VMAs "one of the most embarrassing nights of my life that | wish never 
happened" 


